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bustle of a main-road suburb one was constantly
meeting,  as one  can  meet to-day, isolated
patches of the hamlet atmosphere. Side by side
with the tram-cars you could then see Cithe
squire of Clapham" (Air. Thornton, 1 think),
riding horse-back round the Old Town; and
the cottage to which my grandfather took his
bride was still in occupation and unaffected
by the "electric railway*5 or any other progress,
Within two minutes of the High Street was
a farmyard (Denny's) from which children,
as though in the heart of the country, fetched
milk in the afternoons; and off the streets
of little villas one could find an occasional
hedgerowed lane leading to another street of
little villas.
Most of the old houses and their gardens had
been built and tended by three generations, and
some of the names of Clapham families of my
day are to be found in a directory for the
"Environs of London" of 1780. It was that
kind of place. People came to it and stayed, and
their sons stayed, and their sons stayed. In a
smaller way it still is that kind of place, for it is
one of those suburbs where I see over the shops
the same names that were over them in the year
of Diamond Jubilee, But while many of its
topographical features remain as they were,
ignored by development, and the Triangle and
the Pentagon and Wren's houses are still there,